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who either lived under tattered rags over rude crossbars,
like the dervishes, or slept with the vermin on the naked
ground. The scene was pleasing to the eye, no doubt;
but the contagion spread by its most picturesque features
was none the less overpowering to the nose. At a distance
it was artistic: a glimpse of gipsy life twinkling with
colour; walk into it, and it was only fetid stench and
festering pollution. The tents of the less poverty-stricken
caravans were pitched in rings called dowars; the beasts of
burden being hobbled in the centre, or tethered to the
tent-pegs outside; and the shape and colour of the
tents, if less various than the facial types of those who
dwelt in them, were sufficiently diversified, in certain
quarters, to relieve the monotony of the general picture.
Red within and white without, the tents of the middle
classes were dome-shaped, while those of the privileged
dignitaries were as sumptuous and varied in colour and
form as those of the poorest classes were ingenious in con-
trivance. The Sherffian colours were green and gold and
red, and the most beautiful pavilions of all were certainly
his. After these, perhaps, came those belonging to the
Persian Consul-General, who made a not unsuccessful
attempt to compete with the highest in the splendour and
completeness of his camp equipment. Moreover, the
thoroughfares of the select corner of the plain were, upon
the whole, well-ordered and creditably policed, more
especially was this the case with those in closest proximity
to the Turkish authorities,

And now with these preliminary remarks on the
appearance of the city of tents by day, I will ask the
readers to follow me into the Persian encampment
situated midway between the Syrian and Egyptian
caravans; for it is my present wish to be the means
of introducing him to that interesting Shiah sect that